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Foong and Boon Mee were recumbent there,
sipping tea, in the corner where a giant bowl of
golden carp glittered against the rays of an ornate
petrol lamp. They were clad in garments of richly
flowered silk. When they observed his approach
they rose and bowed with heavy obesquiousness.
Mah Foong then patted his father on the back.
"My father, I rejoice to see thee."
"Thine absence causcth me grave concern,"
purred Boon Mee.
Sway Lim recoiled from their sycophancy. That
he should have two such dandified creatures as
sons made him sigh with unmitigated sadness.
"Comest thou to visit thy mother?" he asked
them querulously, knowing that neither of them
ever thought of the old woman.
"We come also to visit thee," said Mah Foong,
glancing hurriedly at his brother,
"The time and season findeth thee in good
health ?1? queried Boon Mee in a silky tone.
"Thou seest me yestermorn. I am not better
nor worse,5' Sway Lim replied bitterly. He
yearned for his sons' departure, so that he could
sit down in peace to an evening meal of bird's-nest
soup and a bowl of broth made from pork and
water-Jily. And he would need a glass of sam-sui
to relieve him of the gloom created by this un-
looked-for visit.
"We pray incessantly for thy good health, 0
venerated Sire," crooned Mah Foong.
This was too much for Sway Lim, the floodgates
of whose temper had borne a sore stain for many